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WICKY THROWS HIS VOICE 


A Wicky and O'Shawnessy Story 

By Rod Reed 

EY, Boit, watch! I can throw ray 
mm voice under the port:h!" shouted 
Wicky Burke. 

Boit Bird slowed his bicycle at the curb 
and looked at Wicky skeptically. (Boit's 
name was spelled "Bert Boyd" but all the 
neighborhood boys did him the honor of 
pronouncing it the way the owner of the 
name did.) 

"Well, - go ahead, let's see ya!" said Boit 
impatiently, resting one foot on a pedal, 
the other on the curb. 

"Waif a mima, camya," retorted Wicky, 
his speech somewhat impeded by the fin- 
gers in his mouth. Wicky was adjusting 
a small metal disk under his tongue. This 
disk was a device advertised in the paper 
as a Thro-Ya-Voice. The ad said that with 
practise you could throw your voice into 
a trunk, under the bed. into a coat closet 
or anywhere. You could fool and amaze 
your friends, it said. 

Wicky, with his lips barely apart, said. 
"Hey, wemmy ou fum uh-wer a horch." 

"Talk plainer. I can't understand you," 
said Boit. 

Wicky moved his Hps a little more. 
"Hey, let me out from under the porch!" 

"Yuh didn' throw ya verce at all." said 
Boit. "It didn' come from under the porch. 


It i 


fr< 


"Well, gosh, I guess I need practise," 
said Wicky ."This thing only came in the 

"Leave me try it." said Boit. Wicky re- 
moved the disk, Boit wiped it on his shirt 
front and popped it into his mouth. He 
tried it. No luck. Then Wicky tried again. 
Neither boy seemed likely to replace Edgar 
Bergen and Charlie McCarthy. 

Finally Boit said, "Looks like it don't 
woik. Looks like yuh're stuck with it. How 
much did it set yuh back?". 

"Two bits apiece they cost," said Wicky. 

"Well, two bits, that's a whole lot but 
it could be woise," Boit declared. "You'll 
get it back in your allowance in no time." 

"No. it is worse," Wicky asserted sadly. 
"I didn't buy just one. I bought a whole 
two dozen. I'm the agent for 'em in this 
territory. When I sell the whole two dozen 
at two-bits apiece, I have to send the com- 
pany five dollars and I get to keep a whole 



dollar profit. Only how can I sell them if 
they don't work?" 

Boit squinted at the little disk in his 
hand, saying, "Looks like yuh're stuck. 
Five bucks. Phweeeeee!" 

Wicky looked unhappily at the little 
disc in his palm. 

"You'll just have to ^nd 'em the five 
bucks and be careful not to be a sucker 
for a come-on like this again," continued 
Boit. 

"That's just it," said Wicky. "I haven't 
got five bucks. I can't pay it." 

"You're old man?" suggested Boit. 

"No!" exclaimed Wicky. "Father won't 
give it to me. He said just yesterday that 
we've got to be on a strict budget with 
prices going up and everything. We've 
got to quit throwing money around he said. 
Not only me but also mama. He said we'll 
be in the poorhouse if we don't economize. 
He'd blow his top if I even suggested five 
dollars. What you think the Thr'ow-Ya- 
Voice company will say?" 

"Gee," said Boit. "you gotta pay it. 
They'll put you in jail. They got big law- 
yers that just specialize in putting people 
in jail when they don't pay. I know of a 
fella that didn't pay something he owed 
and they put him in the can for 99 years." 

"Just for not payin' something?" cried 
Wicky. horrified. 

"Well, he also bumped off a guy." Boit 
admitted. "I guess maybe they threw in a 
few years for that." 

'THE two boys were silent for a few 
moments. Wicky's brow was wrinkled 
with thought and worry. Finally he broke 
the silence. "Say, Boit, there's still a way 
I could sell all these things. It's a little 
bit like cheating. But on the other hand, 
the company cheated me if they sent me 
these things that don't work. And besides. 
I wouldn't be cheating as much. I would 
only cheat each person twenty-five cents, 
whereas the company is trying to cheat me 
five dollars." 

Boit listened, first with misgivings, then 
with mounting interest as Wicky outlined 
his plan. He interposed a few mild objec- 
tions, but finally agreed to co-operate. 
After all, he reasoned, any plan, no matter 
how extreme, would be worthwhile if it 
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would keep his pal Wicky from going to 
jail for 00 years. This was not entirely 
unselfish. Boit reasoned that after 99 years 
in jail, Wicky might he a little too Stiff 
to play leap frog or f ollow-t he-leader" «r 
touch football or any of the other games 
ihe two boys enjoyed so much. 


/■ICKY ■ 


standing on the edge of 


-alk. 

topped against a tree beside him was a 
Tudely lettered sign. It said: 


THRO-YA-VOICE 
Buy One Only 25* 
Be a Ventrilokwist 
and a DUMMY 
A few paces away from Wicky was a 
large packing case, retrieved from the alley 
hack of McGoorty's store. O'Shawnessy, 
Wicky's big. shaggy dog, was sniffing at 
the case with interest. 

"You just put it in your mouth, under 
your tongue, and then ( you can throw your 
voice anywhere you want to." Wicky was 
saying! -'Under the bed. into a hollow tree 
or into that packing case over there." Far-„ 
rington, the boy addressed, took another 
gulp at his nearly full pop bottle before 
saying anything. Farrington was about a 
year older than Wicky and inclined to 
sneer at the younger boys and to be skep- 
tical of things in general. He was not the 
ideal customer for the Thro-Ya-Voice, 
Wicky thought. On the other hand, Far- 
rington was known to get a generous allow- 
ance and he always had money. He could 
afford the device if he could be sold, 

"Let's hear you throw your voice into 
that packing" case." said Farrington, look- 
ing at the box where O'Shawnessy was 
sniffing. 

"Sure," said Wicky. He popped the disk 
into his mouth. His Hps moved slightly. 
From the packing case came the shout. 
'•Hey. lemme out! Lemme out! I'm starv- 
ing. Also dying of thoist!" 

"That's interesting," said Farrington, 
moving toward the box. "Your voice seems 
to have a Brooklyn accent." 

••Oh— uh— yes," said Wicky. "That's a 
remarkable thing about this thing. You 
can also make .different accents. Listen. 
Now I'll throw my voice and be a southern 
mammy?" 

From the box. just a step from Farring- 
ton, came the cry. "Ahm a po' ol' sutbm 
mammy, yassuh boss, an ahm pow'ful 
thoisty." 

Looking at Wicky, Farrington was lift- 
ing the box lid. . j 
"Hey, don't look in!" shouted Wicky. 
"Wouldn't think of it," grinned Farring- 


ton, "I iust want to give ol' suthin mammy 
a drink." And he deftly poured the remain- 
der of his pop into the box. 

"Hey 1 Don't! You're soakin' me. You II 
roon me clothes. I'll moider you, wise 
guy!" hollered the voice in the box. 

"Did you say all that?" asked Farring- 
ton, squinting at Wicky. 

■■Why— ah— yes," stammered Wicky. 
"But you didn't have the gadget in your 
mouth !" , , ., 

, "Well— ah— after you practise awhile you 
don't even need the gadget." 

"Then why buy it?" asked Farrington, 
logically. There was a sputtering hiss from 
the high weeds -and Farrington leaped in 
there, deftly grabbing a grey cat, who was 
spitting fi>rcily at O'Shawnessy. The dog 
leaped and barked around Farrington'a 
feet. Before Wicky quite realized what 
was going on, the older boy had lifted the 
packing case lid and slipped the cat inside, 
saying, "I'll just put the kitty in this 
empty box where it will be safe from that 
ferocious dog of yours." 

O'Shawnessy nosed open the box lid and 
dived in after the cat. _ 

For a few seconds the air was shattered 
with growls, meeowrrs and wild human 
cries of anger and anguish. Then the case 
" lid opened up and cat. dog and Boit Bird 
popped out simultaneously, the latter con- 
siderably dampened, scratched and torn. 

"Very interesting," declared Farrington, 
as he walked away quickly. "I'm glad I got ' 
to see the dummy." 

mf R, BURKE faced his son and the 
iTB tattered Boit and spoke sternly. "I 
don't think this is a case that requires 
punishment." he said. "Boit seems io have 
been punished enough for both of you. 
Besides, I imagine that you've learned the 
lesson that two wrongs don't make a right. 
Just because someone else cheat you is no 
reason for you to cheat others. Further- 
more. I think we'll just pack up these 
gadgets and send them back to the com- 
pany and I'm sure they'll say no more 
about that five dollars. Of course. Boit. I'll 
pay to have your clothes cleaned and 
patched. It's only fair." 

Wicky heaved a sigh of relief- 
"And of course." continued Mr Burke, 
"the money will come out of Wicky's al- 
lowance. You'd want it that way, wouldn't 
you, son?" 

"Of course." said Wicky. But he wasn t 
throwing his voice. In fact, the words 
seemed barely to slide off his lips. 
THE END 
WICKY AND O'SHAWNESSY will 
have another mirthful adventure in next 
month's WHIZ COMICS! 
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